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PATRICK  ABERCROMBIB 


ACT  I 


PERSONS 
Sadl,  *fihi. 

DUOIAK. 

Uaitih,  m  cUfbktrnm. 
Mew  and  Wohin  tf  tki  viUap. 
ADocroi. 


ACT  I 

A  fishing  and  pilot  village  on  a  great  estuary. 
Law  cottages  oh  either  side  of  tare  ground 
sloping  down  to  the  river.  The  background  is 
grey  water  and  grey  sky,  and  a  law  coasf  on 
the  extreme  of  sight.  On  a  rough  bench  beside 
the  -pen  door  of  one  cottage  sits  moodily  Saul, 
a  pilot  (L.).  A  group  of  men  and  women  (A) 
^ting  earnestly  up  the  river,  among  them 
Deborah,  a  girl  in  the  early  twenties,  old 
Martin,  and  a  woman,  thought  half-witted  by 
the  village  (Mrst  Woman). 

isi  Woman.  There  is  no  help  for  us;    we  are 
left  alone, 
Left  in  the  power  of  this  flying  thing 
That  hates  our  lives :  God  was  the  only  one 
Who  saw  it  sliding  down  into  our  air; 
He  would  not  hold  it  back,  but  means  to  let 
The  wild  disease  play  all  it  will  with  our  souls. 
A  Man.  Now  hold  your  crying  tongue,  daft- 
witted  thing ; 
We're  thrane  enough  without  you  clamorous. 
Deborah  (turning  aside  from  gating).  No  sign  of 

the  boat,  and  we're  an  hour  watching. 
Saul.  Not  yet  in  sight? 
Deborah.  No. 

Saul.  Curse  their  feeble  arms ! 

And  all  the  time  the  sickness  goes  on  working  I 
Let  them  not  bring  the  doctor  here  too  late 
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To  WW  mj  Btnubfi  or  if  they  do, 

LL*f'.l!^\'^'"^K'  ?°"»?  *«  to  help  usIoSl 
<toUng  ^*  "*  """^  ""•"  fo'  "y  «dc 

'*mf!ri>^''T",^'^f^?''«'''"'''*«*««""0-  They 
may  bring  back  all  the  skill  of  the  town 
Twill  be  no  good  to  my  dears  now 

Marim.  w,.-. 

You  should  be  with  your  dead.  ' 

The  Woman.  nnn'f  «.ii  —  »u  » 

Ah,  but  the  way  they  cried  all  niJhtV  'tlT'"' 
Rowing  nothing  of  this  new  sudden  illness, 

NowSke^o^^'h  }'^  ""?''' ''"'  "^erfo'Jthem. 
Anrf  r2  r  ?.  *i''?* '°'"'' '"  ™"e<l  from  a  »totm : 
And  I  m  afraid  of  them,  afraid  to  see 

the  darling  bodies  lying  there  so  hurt; 

I  Id  hMf  their  dreadful  pains  crying  agiin. 

I  couldn't  bide  it,  neighbours.    Ut  mt  sUy 

And  hear  you  talk. 
Jfartui.  But  yon  should  go  to  them  • 

D«»d  or^ve.  children  need  their  mother.         ' 
ne  Woman.  No,  no,  I  couldnt  bide  it 
JfartiM.  TT      . , 

SUy  with.them  tiU  they;™  earth-fast.  In'^tlZ 

L^r'  '"'"      '  """"^  ""*"  •"  y°" 

^haTHhS?^""**"*  ^^'^  "^^^^    *•" 
.^wAn.  What  then? 

ne  Woman.  j  Ju^  „_-  -^i 

1  *^fd  one  of  my  children  call  on  its  mother.      '' 
MarUn.  Poor  thing,  it's  daft 
T^  Woman  (crying  out).  Ah ! 
MatHn.  Why  do  you  hold  your  breast  ? 
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nt  Woman.  A  great  qualm  took  me :  'twu  ai 
if  a  hand 
Cnuht  in  my  heart.    Be  quiet,  let  me  listen.— 
Ah  I  there  again,  like  being  cut  inside.— 
The  ticknesi  I    It  bai  got  roe  I    Oh  good  God ! 
Yei,  I  will  go  home  to  my  little  onei. 

[Sit  walks  affumtuuUfy. 
Martin.  Her  children  need  her. 
ut  Woman.  We've  no  help  at  all ; 

We  are  left  alone,  jail'd  by  river  and  marsh ; 
The  malady  can  have  all  its  will  with  us. 
You  don't  know  your  plight :  but  I  within  me 
Can  see  the  thing,  a  ghost  as  grey  as  rain, 
Fleeces  of  shadowy  air  wrapping  his  shape, 
Tall  as  the  winds,  standing  up  over  us, 
Smiling  and  idly  bandying  with  his  feet 
This  way  and  that  the  writhing  bodies  like 
A  man  turns  rats  that  have  taken  the  bane  he  laid. 
Martin.  Ay,  do  you  see  that  ?    Do  you  hear  her, 
friends  ? 
Those  were  no  words  of  crippled  wits,  but  speech 
Out  of  a  spirit  full  of  aching  sight. 
She's  seen  our  sickness,  and  the  look  of  it 
Is  as  the  wrath  of  God.     Will  you  cure  that  ? 
The  plague  that's  on  us  is  the  blame  of  the  Lord ; 
And  all  you  think  of  is  to  get  a  doctor : 
Do  you  mean  him  to  make  friends  with  God  for 
you? 
Diborah.  What  have  we  done,  that  anger  should 
be  poured 
On  us  more  than  another  town  ?    We  were 
As  good  as  any  simple  folk  can  be; 
But  all  in  an  evening  down  it  came  on  us, 
This  tearing  sickness,  whether  made  of  some 
Bad  breath  of  the  marsh,  or  blight  from  over  sea. 
And  you  say  none  can  put  the  fever  down  ? 
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^,l!^  •>«»«  children  in  it !    A  .pit  of  cUy. 
Hummockt  between  the  river  and  the  m«h. 
W™?IH?.^^'°.'V'"'"""'    A  bairn  ' 

A^f^l^/  If"""  "'r"  «  """  pound. 

?nH -t  '*'  °/  °°.""  '    W«  ""»«  pilot  and  fish. 
And  when  we've  done  our  day  upon  the  water 
We  can  but  crawl  above  the  ^defno  .nore       ' 
Sleep  as  near  our  trade  as  we  da/e.  or  else 
We  shall  be  better-d  in  it.       """'"«"« 

Be  m  the  tide  as  on  this  rick  of  slime : 

lin^,^  ^'i:  "°"''''8  •'"'  ""*'■"?  ooze 
And  silted  umber,  mere  marsh  steadied  with  clay 
To  be  a  kmd  of  mortar,  not  an  earth.  ^' 

A^\w  '  "f "  *°  ''"''<*  •>°"«s  on  slime :        ' 

^nf^  '"'"I'i'  ";  '""*'  "  fil'hy  place- 

^^"biitt'  '"''  '"'"  "''  '""-'"•     ^- 

^  '  Mrmmy"''"  ***"  ""^'"^  ^°"  ^"»"°  '""^ 

7a«  Man.  Why,  naught. 
Same  as  an  old  one's. 

WhfntTlf  Thafs  it.  quarrel  and  snarl, 

dead      ^"^   """P"  "*  '*«'"'^°«  0«"h  or 
You're  all  alike  for  wisdom. 

2nj  Man  {to  the  Woman).  Why  are  you  f.d>t? 
Tis  we  are  cruelly  teased  with  waiting  so 
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For  medicine,  we  with  children  crying  in  pain,— 
Dtterah.  Qt  with  a  iweetheart  beiug  dragged 
away 

By  this  rough  dying, 

yd  Man.  Or  with  a  childing  wife 

Brought  wrongly  to  her  time,— Oh  Chriit,  that  I 

knew 
Some  ease  for  her,  even  an  hour's  ease  I 

and  Man  {te  the  Woman).  But  the  sickness  hai 

lowpt  over  all  your  lot 
The   Woman.    Well   and  what   then?    There 
never  was  an  ailing 
With  such  a  sudden  stroke  as  this  fiend  has, 
AU  in  a  minute  crazing  your  whole  flesh ; 
And  I  am  flayed  with  fear  till  doctor  comes 
And  tells  us  what  the  good  thing  is  again&t  it 
I  lost  my  first  bairn  from  your  marshy  a<'. 
His  life  was  nothing  but  fever  from  his  start. 
And  he  was  gone  before  they  signed  his  brow 
With  holy  water.     But  had  I  known  the  place, 
Would  I  have  come?    Hemm'd  in  behind  with 

quags 
That  half  the  year  are  fens  and  always  quick, 
Wiih  nothing  of  a  trod  way  going  through; 
No  skill  in  all  the  place,  parson  or  leech ; 
Five  miles  of  river  for  a  boat  to  row 
To  fetch  in  either.    And  here's  this  pestilence 
Killing  us  all  and  none  knows  how  to  cure  it 
Maybe  the  sickness  will  learn  some  of  you 
The  kind  of  place  you  have. 

Martin.  It's  nought  to  do 

With  anything  here;  it's  over  the  whole  world. 
Another  Woman.  Look  at  the  sorrow  on  Saul  I 
How  that  man  loves 
His  little  Bamaby.— O  'twould  be  cruel 
If  he  should  lose  him  now,  with  bis  wife  gone. 
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moie  crnri  for  him  with  oat 


m». 


tnd  Man.  No 

child  caugb^ 
Th«n  'tii  for  me  with  two  in  the  fearful  ritlc.   ^ 
Where  are  those  Uggiog  feUow.  ?   We  should  have 

lent 
Someone  who  had  the  licknen  in  his  house. 
1  would  have  got  a  doctor,  if  it  meant 
FuHing  him  from  the  bedside  of  the  Mavor 
AAwia,  O   but  my  heart  is  dvink   in 

waiting;  '^* 

With  such  a  yeam  of  love  in  it,  and  aU 
Useless,  a  faUure  when  'tis  needed  most 
For  us,  with  hves  so  hazardous,  to  love 

Wh«  JLS"'  ^'l*  P""  °^  '^'"K  »  queen. 
vVJat  good  are  all  these  marveuSis  desires 
That  seem  to  hold  life  in  mastery  ?    They  ate 
Dreamt  thmgs  only.    Men  makTnomotiS^em 
life         ^^^  "*■"  "'•  *^^*  '»«^  "1^ 

Jf  J^^^'^y  desiring  towards  death 
O  David,  if  you  leave  me,  after  our  love  I 
You  to  go  beyond  the  meaning  of  love. 
And  1,  with  your  memory  at  my  breast 
To  stay  behind  in  all  the  bitter  meS. 
"tJ^an.  The  boat  the  boat  I  ^^ 

"^h^  fa  t  *^''  '""  POO'-oWhted  feUow.  there 

That  mw  in  ^  rtem  wiU  be  a  doctor,  sure. 

thaf""         •"'"'  "Pothecary  chap;  what's 
He  nurses  giitgerly  on  his  knees? 
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DOormk. 

I  think. 


AlMg, 


Saul    Well,  if  be  brmg  some  ikill  in  the  bif, 
Let  him  be  doctor  or  apothecary, 
Ay,  or  a  b'irbcr,  it's  all  one. 

jD*ttraJt.  Orow, 

Row,  you  are  paddling  I 
iiid  Afait.  Are  they  on  the  mud  ? 

Sau/.  They  might  be  plowing  for  the  pace  they 
make; 
They've  backbones  weak  at  reeds. 

DeioraM.  But  if  they  had 

A  woman  in  the  crew,  she'd  let  them  see 
What  'tis  to  have  your  main  strength  in  your  heart : 
She  would  not  stop  for  spraining.    O  but  they're 
slow  I 

[Saul  goes  into  Mis  cottagt. 
ttartin.  Do  you  think  yon  leech  can  frighten 
with  his  drugs 
The  fiend  that's  with  us  ?    For  it  is  a  fiend. 
No  common  smittle  fever.    I  have  gone 
Into  the  town  lately,  and  they  told  me 
The  whole  earth's  peoples  have  been  fiercely  caught 
Like  torn  small  papers  in  a  wind,  in  this 
Great  powerful  ailing.    And  I  believe  God 
Has  taken  health  out  of  the  world. 

Dtborah.  Why,  then, 

We  are  not  the  only  plagued  ones?    And  belike 
There  will  be  other  girls  with  sweethearts  lying 
Tormented  with  the  thing,  and  no  help  near? 
And  you  will  say  God's  good  t 
Martin.  I  say  man's  wicked. 
And  that's  enough  for  me  to  understand. 
A  Man.  What  do  they  call  the  sickness  ? 
Martin.  Cholera 

The  name  was  in  the  town ;  and  that  seems  like 


le 


To  I 
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iff 


vt^^  •  ^ """  *•'  •"«»•  But  took  awtr 
From  wh«  u-,  died  to  what  the  m,taJ?'ta 
Vou  ..mpleton.,  I  ,ell  you  .11  .gain       '  ^ 

S^  •"«''"»  here,  God  mercil^.  „d  .ngry  • 

And  he  .hallhave  .  try  «  the  plague  for  me. 

\A  '"'man.t/UmoHtrt/DaoraJfsltvtr 

t.r^T'",.  ??'*"''•  I>«'>o»I'.   cornel 
terrible  with  him. 

Ah,  the  poor  boy  is  hurt  lo,  and  he's  crvinir 
'^£±'/^  to  come  .nd  help  h"h^' 
^A>~-1  Che's  not  dying  P*^  ^ 

Olpt'ee'thr-"'^'--^-- 

O ''{rtWp  hi.  hold  on  life"  t  must'"'"  ' 

2?!"'!  V'l  "  '°°«''''  '"'  him  io  thSk 
Of  ewe  stealing  over  his  limbs,  and  mt 

:^  '^.»1'  '  wt*^  °"  °' "»  ■"■""''■•*  love. 
Ho^rU^^^°"''-''~-"'him? 

dI^'^'    And  you  won't  come? 

Here  is  the  doctor  coming,  here's  the  boT"''  '^ 
m  .toy  here  .ill  he  lands,*knd  get  him^V 

Youll  Ut  ft,,  h..    1,  •  ^^'  '"'^"  ■^<«"^^  mother  off. 
By  taking  the  doctor's  care  yourselves  when  he's 
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Jttit  at  the  utmost  need  of  it  ?  it  would 
Cnue  me,  I  know,  if  the  thing  killed  David. 
Youll  let  me  have  the  doctor  firtt,  neighbour!? 
TA*  MttdtBtman.  I  aee  a  man'i  life  like  a  little 
name 
Clinging  to  one  end  of  a  burning  ipill  t 
And  the  man'i  in  the  grasp  of  a  great  anger, 
Who  is  for  shaking  the  Ust  glimmer  of  life 
From  off  him,  as  you  shake  the  lire  off  a  match 
When  you  would  have  it  done  with  burning. 
Ont  of  tht  Men  {hailing  tht  boat).     Is  he  a 

doctor? 
From  tht  Boat.  Ay;  a  good  one  too. 

Dtiorah.  You  have  been  wickedly  slow ;  we're 
all  desperate 
With  waiting ;  row  as  if  death  reacht  for  you. 
J'ivm  tht  Boat.  The  town's  all  fuU  of  doctor's 

work. 
Martin.  If,  true. 

The  life  is  drammg  away  out  of  the  people. 
From  tht  Boat.  Are  many  more  down  since  we 

left? 
Dtiorah.  O  many, 

And  those  that  were  just  taken  when  you  went 
Are  hanging  over  the  last  danger  now. 
O  hurry;  I'm  to  have  the  doctor  first 
To  tend  my  David,  for  he's  worst  of  all. 

[A  ay  is  heard fivm  SauFs  cottage. 
A  Woman.  Whose  bairn  is  that? 
•<<  ^"n.  Saul's  little  Bamaby. 

A  Woman.  He  sounds  like  nearing  death.    O, 
Saul  will  rage 
If  the  lad's  taken !    How  can  it  have 
To  do  with  God,  this  plague,  that  goes  about 
The  little  happy  life  of  Barnaby  ? 

[Saui  comes  out  oj  tht  cottage. 


If 
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•^t^^' ««-«'-« then  w«k  foou  I.  ft, 

•S^Chn«.,rh. .houldb.ru-,.    A«.h.y 
^«*J«wt  «*.!.»(«„,,  ,00k. 
To  hold  „y  B.^.b,  back  from  Knllo^'r  *■" 
them  in?         ""  •>•  "fter?    Going  to  lug 
"n'li;;?  "•'•'"'*»'«««.  "Ptohi^houlder, 

Thj  ^n  like  .  murdeiw.  ^"^  ''"  ''"  '"^ 

Through  m„3^if'Si'"''iP««e'.  trudge 
Above  hi,  head  witrj^,^!  ?» '••'^'"'  «•<«" 
^^-^He-.^brdl^foa'--'- 

^^««.S.ul,eem.  to  p.n/.  bit  though. 
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Hand* 


begin 


5«A  8lnJ|hton  ri»:  jroBV.mfa.aw. 
offhiaa,iio«l 

0*ttir:  Corn.,  conii^  jrou't.  dl  bMi]dw.d:  we 
nuit  go 
Quietly  now  tbout  this  butineu. 

Saul.  A 

But  8m  youll  p  the  rowl  I'm  triting'you, 
And  that's  strafght  on  to  ray  houw;  you'll 
there. 
Ifttifr.  Then  free  my  armi. 

SUnd  iMck.  the  lot  of  you ;  out  of  the  way 
Deborah :  I'll  not  have  him  hindei«d  now 
By  any  of  you  craving  skill  from  him. 

[nrfughout   Ms   and  thi  foUtwinf, 
Saul,   sHU    holding   iht  JJtetof 
firm,  it  fighting  kit  way  thrmtg 
t**  press  It  his  tettagt. 
WiWo*  Saul,  Saul,  my  wife's  in  agony. 

Let  her  have  patience  for  a  whiles  or  else      ''**°" 
Groan,  as  she  pleases;  it's  aU  one  to  me. 
But  Bamaby  shaU  have  the  doctor  first. 
Dttlor.  Help  me  with  this  wild  fellow :  hold 
nim  on  I 

yd  Man.  Come  to  my  wife,  sir,  only  come 
ana  do 
Something  to  quieten  her  horrible  pains : 
That's  all  I  want.    O  come  I 

V^^\w  =  IwaUfyou 

Hold  off  this  craty  ruffian. 

.  *?^  .  .  Outoftheroad! 

Am  I  not  the  strongest  framed  man  in  the  place? 
My  Bamaby  shall  have  some  good  of  that, 
Else  he  might  aU  as  weU  be  son  to  Umbs 
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not  for  you  *  •*""'"«  "■«•    "'• 

To  My  how  I  nutt  work. 

It's  your  fault  if  I  hurt  you.     Leave  o^  ..i 
Vou.ho^dhav.bee„^bo,„;SS;;f^„-S,,,, 

When  a  ">«J»;y  be^ad  of  hi.  tough  thew.. 

wM,n,  shutting  ,lu  iSvr  ZlZ 
In  with  you,  .ir;  and  if  there',  any  .kiu 
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ru  kttp  tha  viUagt  off  ttom  lumiMriDi  tm. 
V       l'  ???  •"  •*  •«"'"  •"•'il.  and  ruled : 
Your  brabbleoMnt  wiU  ipoil  the  doeior't  cnUi. 
IhajB  him  and  III  ke«p  him  till  he'i  laved 
My  Bamaby ;  when  he  hai  lifted  him 
Back  nto  ea»y  breathing,  he  is  youn : 
But  iiU  1  have  the  danger  off  the  boy 
I  make  not  a  farthing'i  tot^  for  ihrilli  and  iramblei. 
Let  erery  ache  the  devil  know*  of  wring 
Y«ir  wiTM,  children,  and  loven.    Now  I  know 
Wftat  good  my  muiclei  are.    Stand  off,  women  I 
ifoth  kindi  of  women,  keep  well  out  of  my  reach ! 
A  Man.    Let'i  have  him  away  from  then :  w« 
are  enough 
To  maiter  Saul,  I'm  ture. 

H.^.T''f      .    ,  u  Vet,  ruih  him  down, 

Huttlt  oim  out  of  that. 

AntOir.  We've  M  much  right 

At  he  hai  to  the  doctor't  euret. 
D^*"         ,^  Ay,  have  you? 

^1!^  ^'"-    ■{^'^  "f  '-  "'from  tk, 
W.)  What  will  you  lay  to  thit  ? 
Good  heavy  iteel.  and  an  edge  to  it,  and  armi 
To  make  U  ipeak  manfully,_these  are  my  rightt. 
And  Bamab/i  right.,  to  have  the  doctor  firit 
Ay,  flmch,  you  are  wite,  and  cower,  and  hold  your 

tonguei,  ' 

You'll  not  ulk  down  thii  fellow  of  mine,  nor  me. 
LrMfTTi  '  "  8'*^'  •  ""•cience  on  your  hearti 
Will  hold  you  fearful  and  raile/1  off  from  roe, 
Ai  though  I  did  priett't  businen  in  a  church. 
n*  Madwoman  {1^  ahnt  at  the  side  away 

from  Sa^rs  cottagt).    They'll  shirk  to  come 

at  handgrips  with  a  man 
They  see  braggmg  himself  as  good  at  death ; 
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^i^lu*^^ "'  ^  thriyelled  in  u  hour 
Bjr  death  they  cuinot  lee.    Like  fliei  on  a  hMth 
Hiding  from  wnd  they  tt;  but  there  mms 
running  v 

A  J5"?!'"*  *'"''  **  ""■°"e'"  'l"  he*ther,-ye«, 

d5.°""  '"  """  "**  '''*"'  "*"'  '^^  «>"'« 
Could  they  pt  put  a  man  playing  at  death. 

[newoman  mho  is  mother  v/JJeioraiVs 
ne  W<man.  Where's  that  girl  Deborah? 

"^^         ,.n.      .  Ah,ishewofM? 

ne  IVoman.  What  do  you  care  whether  fae'i 
worse  or  not?  —  "»• 

You  were  to  bring  me  the  doctor  when  he  landed. 
But  you  must  have  your  gossip  out  before 
You'll  st.r  for  David.    I've  long  kept  aw7y 
From  saying  this ;  now  I'll  tell  you  my  h^rt : 
^"■«  bitter  to  me,  bitter,  that  he 
Should  put  h.s  mind  on  an  easy  wench  like  you. 
A  doxy  who's  a  tovem-word  for  freedom. 

Aff1,r?°"  '  w''""  ?^  ""•  Ay.  now.  in  his  death, 
Off  he  shrugs  his  mother's  own  hands  and  look. 
Moaning  for  you,  a  whim  of  hi.  blood,  to  come. 

^»e?       '  •"  """  ^  '■"  '«>''•   "  ^^ 

"^cS'like"'"  "'''•  ^""  '"'^8  -  *« 
A  candle  in  the  draught  of  an  open  door  ■ 
Ay,  If.  a.  If  his  body  had  been  wrencht 
Open,  and  Death  blew  in  upon  his  soul. 

Detorah.  No  hope,  then? 

An?^  ^"^''-    J  "."  """P*'  '°'  ^'"n  Ws  mother. 
And  I  have  none  but  him.     But  if  he  dies. 
There  are  always  men  for  a  free  Uss  likeVou 
Hope?   Ye.,  If  now,  while  he  still  holds  the  plague 
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Th'e  lISlf;!f*S  ^  "V"""  hii  life,  he  h.d 
1^^^  t^T'  '^"'•  I"  ""'"'^  """•  '"rough. 

By  now?    Will  you  not  tell  him  to  make  h«te? 
Saul  you've  been  often  very  kind  to  us. 
Uavid  and  me;  but  you'll  do  good  to  yourself 
If  ^u  save  David's  life,  and  save  my  soul     ^ 

i^me        ""'  ""P  "^^'"^  «'''••"<*  Wde  my 

David  is  on  a  deadly  brink,  and  you 

Shove  off  his  weakening  hold,-you  murder  him 

As  wickedly  now  all  as  you  did  that.- 

way.  nay,  I  did  not  mean  any  hard  words  • 

L™  K   ?"  «»<l?«"'d  you  have  been,     sit  now 

Bamaby  has  got  healing ;  only  bid 

The  doctor  hurry  over  the  lad's  cure, 

And  give  him  to  me. 

T  "^j      .  .  Not  I ;  111  have  the  bov 

Tended  as  leisurely  a,  he  were  a  lord ;  ' 

Wount?  '  '""'P  ""  ""'  °'  ""  -l^King.- 
ni  pay  him  queerly  if  he  does. 
■Otionti.  ^^j 

J^n'  '!S!;"\T''\*'''  '">'''  ''■"«  t°  bring  yiu  ? 

If  David  s  life  >s  broken  off  from  mine. 

What  will  your  wages  be  ?    I  can  tell  tou. 
vZ\  ^^'  °n'  °^*"^;"8  i"  your  dark  flesh. 
S^^^  .K     J"]'  '=';'"P  '"'"  ^'^  o"'  of  a  thicket 
inH   k'  '^ff  *'r  ''8ht  where  men  see  God/ 
And  there'll  be  a  hound  of  anger  has  been  set' 
To  wait  for  you ;  and  it  will  fly  at  you ; 

wwh'  ^°"™'^  ""^  ^""^  '"'  ^°^'^  '"">«^8 
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Saul,  there's  something  sacred  about  lown. 

God  will  not  easily  forget  the  fault 

Of  one  who  paru  those  who  are  fast  troih-pligbt 

For  there  is  wondrous  more  than  the  joy  of  life 

In  lovers ;  there's  in  them  God  Himself 

Taking  great  joy  to  love  the  life  He  made: 

We  are  God's  desires  more  than  our  o»  i    we 

lovers. 
You  dare  not  injure  God  I    Think  on  it,  Saul  I— 
O  Saul,  let  me  have  David's  love  I    Dear  Saul, 

„  .  r.S*<  knuh. 

You  must  not  do  such  an  immoral  wrong 
As  wrenching  my  whole  life  back  from  its  worship. 
Murdering  David's  children  that  still  sleep 
Within  our  love.    AH  my  body  and  brain 
Needs  David.    There's  no  good  for  me  beside. 
The  world  would  all  be  round  me  like  an  evil 
If  David  left  me :  it  would  come  in  at  the  wound 
And    make    me    itself,    drench    my  spirit   with 
poison. — 

^  „    ,        .  [.Sfe  stands  up. 

Curse  you,  Saul,  and  curse  your  Barnaby  I 
May  it  be  the  lad's  death  now,  may  yourself 
Follow  him  into  sickness,  but  come  through 
Alive  and  blasted  by  it  in  your  heart, 
All  of  you  turned  to  a  great  hunger  for  sin, 
That  will  keep  you  for  ever  as  far  apart 
From  Barnaby  as  God's  hell  is  from  heaven. 

[The  Doctor  appears  tehind  Saul  in  the 
cottage  door. 

Doctor.  The  lad's  in  a  fair  way  now. 

Saul  {gripping  him).  He  will  not  die  ? 

Can  you  tell  that  for  certain  ?    Mind  you,  man 
Don  f  juggle  any  sleight  of  words  with  me. 

Dv^r.  Come,  come,  I  know  my  trade.    His 
pains  are  gone, 
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I.|£e  no  danger  betwefn  hfranThe"t''h  ,"'"  ' 

Intd'notholdoutlong^r"'^*''''" 
^^iora,(^.^^.l    Osir.n.akehaste. 

■        /Sr""i.  ^'  ""  surrounded  iy 

^"kt^^?  ^""""^ -"  "—Do  you  think  he 

^'i "^'7  n'  '"t"""  ^""^by  would  live? 
^.^a.Oay.heknow,.     lamaby-s  .hLgh 

whttrwLT:r.^f^ot?rD"f/;VH'^'^- 
"^^drn-'^---^^^^^^^ 

Snap  like  a  strand,  and  all  my  life  loos™ 


»•  DEBORAH 

**^'Z?'°*^}*"'  ^»™»''y*i  going  to  lite. 
~j*«*  ''''>".  S«ul,  nun,  you  are  reeling ! 

For  hourt  it's  been  with  me  like  riding"  I'vei  **"'' 
Tlut  reuht  higher  and  higher.    They'll  drown  me 

now. 
rm  glad  you  quencht  to  easily  at  my  temper : 
For  had  it  come  to  a  tusile,  I  dare  lay 

WMklin '""'"*  "^  ""  ^^^  ''"''■  '  '"*•">'««' 
nejfan.  Is  it  the  sickness  on  you,  Saul? 

This  body  holds  more  sickness  now  than  Saul.  " 
I  here  are  wells  of  cold  pouring  out  of  my  heart  • 
My  thought's  all  black  within  me.    I  am  earth 
Already,  save  for  the  business  that  the  plague 
Has  lelt  Itself  to  do.  *•  s  «^ 

/^ifi":  Why,  then  let's  have 

The  doctor  back. 

A^u'      u     •«  ,.^°'  ***"»  """  Wm  now ; 
And  Bamaby  will  live. 

7^  Man.  He's  within  haiL 

rJicairhlml^'cr  '"'°"'""'  """"«''  ""i"^- 
•^^^  What  giod?  he  said  the  lad  was  nearing 

Did  he  not'?    Yes,  I'm  sure  he  said  it 
TA€  Man.  • 

^5»  '"P'J"""  Bamaby  to  you  ;  and  mayt>e 
Soon  It  will  beat  the  man  to  loose  its  grip 

I.     .L  '^V'  ''  '^S'"  '»"  "'g*".  »"<!  »"  tCHlay 
I  ve  felt  It  burrowmg  deeper  in  my  vitals  : 
Ay,  like  claws  working  within  me,  tearing 
The  roots  C  my  life  apart.     But  there  was  one 
Mam-smew  was  too  tough  for  all  its  gnawing. 
My  few  for  Bamaby.    And  now  that's  givei^ 
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The  tad  wiU  li»e :  in  «  few  dajs,  maybe. 

Or  football  Ye^heniuketofWbiUfctt 
When  he  get,  up ;  he  like,  a  running  g,„^ 
I  hope  thi,  bout  won't  .et  his  growth  Ib«4. 

T  ^""*,'*,/.  ■"  *''«y  =  *™  I  sunding  now  ? 
I  jeem  falling  and  falling  endlewly  : 
The  au-  „  .homing  past  me.    i  ought  to  piay ; 
But  there',  no  need :  Bamaby  will  Uve.         ^ 

Matthew,  Mark,  Luke  and  loh^'^"^' 
Bless  the  bed  that  I  lie  on. 
I  m  going  to  ,woon,  I  think.     Lads  will  you  try 

I™:'"^  "'  rr*""^?  '-*>"'=''•  *»>"«  I  hive    ^ 
Some  arises  left     I  must  not  go  without 
oaywE  good-bye  to  Barnaby. 

[ney  tarry  Aim  into  the  cottage. 
[A  tktrt pause.    DOorah  rushes  in  dis- 
fraught. 
^fw/l  S«il,  you  murderer,  yon  murderer ! 
W^at  ?    O,  It  s  no  good  hiding :  come  out  now  • 
V    .     ,  ?,°?  "himpenng  over  Bamaby  : 

Su  .ni'"'*'  "';  ^'^^'  «"«» «»"  i-to  the  open, 
You  and  your  crime,  and  let  me  see  you  blench 
To  feel,  at  my  asking.  God  take  hold  of  you. 

\_Slu  sees  Saufs  axe  on  the  ground,  and 
„.  Pfks  It  up. 

word  ^*^''  ^^  '"''  '"  '    ^'''  *"  »  *e 

For  me  to  give  Saul,  this  is  the  word  I  want  I 

n..;«n.  .      \.^<"'^''g  <"  SauTs  cottage  door. 

David  has  Mnt  a  message  to  you,  Saul. 
Come  out,  and  take  it 

[She  stands  ready  with  the  axe  lifted  for 
strihing.     One  of  the  men  open  the 
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Th  Man.  Saul  ii  de«d. 

^j^»».  Dead  of  the  plague  he  i^ 

Had  Saul  the  plague  ?-No,  it',  afraid^e' ^'"'"*  ' 
And  shammine,— tell  him  I  mean  to  see  him. 
TAt  Man.  Look  there. 

^  WK^H  i'^'l!^  ^'  *'"•)•    Saul  ?-Saul  ?_ 
Who'ld  think  he'd  go  so  sudden  ? 

rr\'^  '-0  ye».  he's  cheated  that  too,  now  I- 
David,  David,  I  can  do  nothing  for  you  1 
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ACT  II 

Mnomi  A  amd  L..  deor  into  tht  lam  at 

DtieraA  iy Jiirstlf,  hniing  tvtr  a  ttamarit  thttl. 
Skt  calU  uUa  /At  innir  ream. 

Dttorak.  Barnabyl 

\Bamaly,  grown    to  a  ynmg   man, 

anus  infirm  tht  btdroom. 

V    m       J,  ^*'"' ''''''  "^"dy  now.  1  think. 

You'll  need  to  cord  it  well :  the  iJck',  not  good 

Bamafy  (as  he  cords  th*  box).     Lucky  for  me 
you  had  this  chest  put  by ; 
I've  not  too  many  ihillingt. 

AAwbA.  Ye,^  .^„  ,„g^ 

Barnaty.  You've  never  told  me  where  it  came 

from. 
iJtooraht  m   p 

(5fc  pausts  a  moment,  then  adds  fuietfy)  This  was 

my  David's  box.— He  would  have  gone, 
Too,  for  a  sailor ;  and  I  often  lookt 
To  pack  this  box  for  htm  with  things  held  need 
J  begged  it  from  bis  mother  when  he  died  • 
I  ye  nothing  else  of  his.— Well,  'tis  yours  now 
It  s  you  are  off  for  a  sailor  now. 

JSanaiy  (rising/rom  the  iex).  That's  done : 
And  properly.    Try  the  rope  by  the  knot ; 
You  could  nigh  fiddle  on  it— O,  ifs  queer  ! 
I  can  scarce  think  I'm  off  to  see  the  world. 
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Theie  many  yean. 
U-».  You  knew  ndgo, 

^^.B«.you.ren..^e^^.,    0«U, 

There-,  jhat,  I  think,  ta  U.e  village  will  draw  you 

WthVfinl*' '"'"  ""."""S  """"gh  ">«  door 
With  a  fine  iwagger  learnt  on  foreign  quay. 
jarna^  Delorah.  if  I  don't  C0Bet2kl_ 

What  .ort  of  talk  i»  thi*  ?  ^'*'  "*"'• 

fo'-'iafy.  But  I  must  wv  it— 

When  m  that  pe.tilence  my  father  d  e" 
And  I  was  homele..  in  the  village,  you 
Th^Nv!""*  '>.°r'i?'«-    'T»'o  long  ago 
1  know,  would  have  to  do  with  me  •  th^  m.„ 
Remembered  how,  to  keep  Z  &  :iS  me. 

^  ^men  ""^  '^^  "'='"'»*  °°  ^^     And  the 

^'I^  ^  j"J'"  '=''"**  '■'"•  "•«»«  »»««  life 
So  many  dead  were  paid. 

C^«eri„g.hril,y  when  the^iwe^'oS?/    ''''"' 

Keo^^m  "'  •*''**^ '"«  °°''°''»  'kill  for  yon. 
Kept  It  tiU  you  were  sound.     But  who's  to  Irnn- 

mh'  'mT^"'  ''°*""  =»"''•  not  save  hldhv^"" 
If  they'd  been  tended  sooner  ? 

Whetty  lived  o.  died-Buaajfe"' 
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In  the  sight  oi  ill,  a  living  thing  the  folk 
Could  spend  their  bitterness  on.    What  matters  it 
Whether  their  bitterness  was  lies  or  no? 
It's  what  they  said  that  matters.— 
And  with  their  uying  they'ld  have  smeared  my 
Ufe,  ' 

Made  me  a  workhouse  boy,  had  it  not  been 
For  you,  Deborah. 

Dtberah.  It's  all  over  now : 

No  one  thinks  of  it  nowadays. 

Barnaby.  No  one 

But  me— and  David's  mother. 

I^iorah.  Miriam's  mother. 

And  Miriam  takes  no  heart  from  her,  I  think. 

BarHoby  (breaking  in  hatHly).  But  you,  who'd 
had  through  me  the  dearest  loss 
Of  all  in  the  village,  you  whom  my  life  had  robbed 
Of  David— O  I  know  the  man  he  was, 
I've  heard  the  talk  of  who  remember  him— 
You  took  me  in  and  housed  me  I 

DOarah.  Barnaby  I 

Letbel 

Barnaby.  I  must  not  let  it  be.    For  years 
I've  Uken  all  your  love  as,  I  suppose, 
Rich  folks  eat  bread— without  thanks  or  a  thought 
For  what  was  nourishing  me. 

■^«****-   .   ^  There  needed  none. 

Samaby.  And  now— you  give  me  David's  box! 
J>*iorah.  Who  else 

Should  have  it? 

Bamabf.        I  did  not  know  it  was  his. 

Diborah.  What  then  ? 

Barnaby.         O  Deborah,  dare  you  give  it  me  ? 
Is  It  only  a  small  thing  to  you,  this 
That  once  was  David's  ?    If  he  saw  you  now  ' 
If  David  saw  you  giving  me,  who  brought 
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"qft'*?^  yw  WKl  Wm,  this  iMi  Midi  thta,  I 

Hid  mn  from  myMlf.    While  vou  MnT^Li^. 

il^.l!VlI'^*'y-">^  •»  "ny  wn 

Of  what  I've  done  for  you.    Into  mv  Ufe 
You  came  terribly :  I  i««  think  "id  hL 
More  nght  to  cufm  you  th«>  y^'  '„JS^,  n.»^ 
You  were  such  an  anguUh  to  iT  YnL^dT** 

*ut  now  thrhidden  lenie*  in  my  loul 
Are  nurKd  6ut  of  their  dreadful^™  of  .{„.« 
A.  r«n.  nur«  in  the  earth  the  fflptenTr      ' 
^ '"'"'"'"  P"  '"  "•  '"e  powe^  of  &r  ' ' 
te  j'^f. »  ?«*  •*«»on  in  theVorld, 
You^^Md  the  joy  you're  bringing  me.-le.  welL 

Ueal  with  iuch  thinu  ai  theae  ■  h,,t  i/Iu 

£an,afy  (t,  kimsi^  as  At  nul    Tim-  t  _ 
going  for  a  tailor  inde^  '^^    ^'°*  ^  *« 
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mm;  but  I 


[Bsrmfytoa  tkrmgk  tk$  ifr  H  tht 
lamt.    Dtttrtk 
atOtUx. 
Otttrmk,    He  ihould  have  told 
know  "til  to ; 
I  know  how  it  ii  with  him  and  Miriam,— 
David'i  liiter  I    O  I  wai  wrencht  at  flnt  t 
Cruel  it  wa*  to  Me  the  itgni  of  their  lore 
At  flnt :  but  now — am  I  wronging  you  now, 
David,  mj  David,  to  feel  life  io  ttronft 
To  be  io  glad  that  life  ii  in  my  heart. 
And  jrou  there  in  the  grave  ?    Down  there  to  long, 
My  beautiful  David,  and  the  itonet  between  ui  I 
And  I  walking  over  you  with  a  heart 
Sweet  with  life  t — But  ageing,  tgeinx  ilowly. 

\A  kiutk  at  Ikt  oultr  dotr  and  Dtmtt 
methir  t»mts  in.    Sht  is  nm*  an 
old  woman. 
Dtmii  Molhtr.    Tbey  tell  me  Bamaby  let* 

out  to-night 
DOorah.  They  told  you  truth. 
Th*  Methir.  And  you'll  be  lonely  then  ? 

DtioraM.  Why,   not   to   lonely.    Miriam    will 
come 
Often,  and  ulk  with  me  of  Bamaby. 
Motktr.  Miriam'*  my  daughter,  and  111  have 
her  mind 
When  once  she's  ftee  from  the  lad's  looks. 

JMtrah.  Ay,  will  you? 

You  know,  then  ?    But  you  will  not  poison  her. 
^  Mothtr.  Poison  ?    Yes,  if  the  truth  be  poison,  as 
i»  must  be  to  some  folks,  poison  and  shame.— 
Ah  I  hrre  will  be  Barnaby's  box  now,  I  dare  say. 
(Shi  looks  tlosi  at  thi  box).   Why,  this  is  it  I    I 

guesitthisi    This  is  why 
Icameheie. 
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Put  b,.  wcuTd' dX'B'ar;^t.r  AnVr"'  '  '"'' 

■DtioraA.  t,  „.„  , 

thing    "^^"'''"'    And  IS  this  well,  this  last 

And  when  you  came  making  your  cry  to  me    ' 

And  see  who  has  t  now  t     M«      t 
Have  you  been  care?uro    w^ol?'  T  'T?^ 
The  child  of  wicked  Saul  who  1«  mv  n""-?  ' ' 
D.e  that  his  brat  might  "st'e^'thercfo^s^ILlu, 
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■  cu   watch 


This  is  not  such  a  little  thinR :  it  is 
A  great  and  dreadful  thing,  because  it  tops 
So  much— Girl !  do  you  not  feel  guilty  ? 
Deborah.  Hi, 

Mother.   It's  a  strange  wonder. 
Barnaby, 

Grown  to  the  height  almost  that  David  ;ia(i, 
Livmg  here  in  your  house  as  though  he  v  si- 
Your  own  blood,  and  you  never  wmce  as  if  fire 
*ell  on    your    skin,   to  think   who   was  driven 

down 
Out  of  the  life  he  made  so  much  of,  ay, 
Out  of  your  life  and  mine,  by  Barnaby. 
O,  I  have  been  patient,  Deborah  ;  my  God, 
1  ve  had  good  need  to  be  patient,  seeing  you 
The  one  who,  after  me,  should  have  kept  pure 
David's  memory,  using  him  this  way. 
Fostering  Barnaby  I    i  hope  the  souls 
See  when  they've  gone  through  death,  that  David 
now 

May  know  what  faith  his  sweetheart  keeps  for 
him, —  "^ 

Housing  the    boy  who  was   his    death  i  —  and 

know 
At  last,  his  mother  is  the  faithful  one. 
Deborah.  O,  David  sees  us  now,  be  vou  well 

sure. 
Mother.    And    does  he  see,   think    you, 
Barnaby 
Trapping  the  heart  of  his  sister  ? 

l>tl>orah.  Ay,  at  last 

We  ve  come  to  it. 

Mother.  Indeed  we've  come  to  it. 

You  know,  do  you,  Barnaby's  drawn  the  ifirl. 
My  Miriam,  into  his  wiles? 
Deborah.  she  loves  him. 


this 


-  l.WMJMIIliH.,-- 
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How  could  jhci  David's 
looks  have  seized  her 


Mother.  She  does  not. 
sister,  love 
Barnaby?    Tis  but  his 
mind. 

'°55t  ^"^  *'°  "''"  ""'"  '°  •""  '°"""' 
"^MolZr  "'*»'•?"."<=  bound  to  love  each  other? 

Mothtr.  O,   thu  u  handsome  Ulkl      And   I 
suppose 
It  pleases  you— it  will  be  how  you  keen 

?^''.k'T  ?' ^''»'<J  «i»  alight  wi.hin  you- 
To  think  of  these  two  coming  into  love. 
DOorah.  Pleases  me  ?  No ;  the  word's  too  small. 

The  horrikest  thing  .  dreaming  fever  coufd""*  "'" 
Dev.se  to  sicken  your  heart !    I'ld  ra.her  have 

gfmeor  "  '    '°""-^«""P'  "d  ■»««»«= 

Than  to  fall  in  with  Barnaby.    Why,  that 
Wou  d  be  as  if  she  helpt  in  David's  death  • 
/>£,"'  r°?.',^  ^  «^°""''8  out  of  David's'grave ! 
Sa^'  •="'  '°°''  ""'"^  ^  '"■■  '""«  '-o 
Their  need  of  life;  and  life  must  st.'l  fare  on 

for  me  f  ''°"'  """''"P'   """  "»' 

1  still  am  thinking  on  my  dead  David 

Dtborah.  But  if  you  will  not  reckon  as  I  do 
These  matters,  you  will  gall  and  break  yourself, 
Strrving  with  what  is  not  to  be  striven  down. 

brtTki^"'  "^'''^  ''"'  "*'"  "''^"^  '°''e  "1 
If  love's  already  upon  them 

Dtborah.  And  it  is: 

You  know  It  is.  ' 
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!cJI«l  v^^  *''k  °f  ."■-D'v'd''  •wwthe.rti 
co~d  ""  •**  ■°*-     ^  ""ink  I 

Never  p'^rsuade  your  mind  that  it  should  know 
How  l„e  went  through  me,  every  living  moment 
Making  my  body  feel  as  the  air  must  feel 
When  a  song  takes  it,-how  I  thrilled  to  life 

In  those  gone  days  of  David  loving  me . 

And  when  I  came  to  myself  and  was  no  longer 
Senseless,  after  they  had  buried  David 
An^.^  ''l'*'*  ""*>' '""°  •'•e  health  of  life  ; 

Of.  hnTf    "^  T^'^^  ""'y  "■"«  ">e  throb 
Of  a  huge  force  of  pain.    And  then  I  saw 
You  VI  lage  folk  meaning  to  turn  your  grief 

Barnaby     I  stopt  that ;  and,  to  be  true. 
Then  I  knew  nothing  why  I  gave  the  lad 
My  hearth.    Blindly  I  did  it?  but  it  was 
ine  iite  in  me  desinng  joy  again, 
And,  unknown  to  itself,  making  a  way 
Out  of  sorrow.  «  «  way 

K^^t*^-        ^'''  ""''*  yo"  wickedness, 
Not  to  be  sorry  for  your  David  dead 
Through  all  your  time. 

Deborah.  And  vex  him  with  my  grief  ?_ 

I  know  the  strength  of  sorrow ;  but  I  know 

wlf."^  f  r   °''  T*""  ^'"^  '"^h  "e«d  °f  death,' 
Wha  life  can  do  agamst  its  sorrow,  how 

Lovely  in  gladness  life  can  be  :  I  have 

Great  joy  in  living  now,  knowing  these  two 

Love  as  I  loved  my  David—This  house  lies 

So  close  to  the  marsh,  that  I  must  always  have 

The  quiet  sounds  in  my  ears  the  quags  and  pools 

Whimper  at  night,  as  though  the  darkness  were 

A  pam  to  Itself;  and  often  as  I  would  sft 
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To  grieve  before  my  fire,  aching  within, 

All  wound  and  ranlcle,  I  would  leem  to  be 

Life  shut  in  its  narrow  nature ;  and  outside, 

Surrounding  me,  the  sighing,  crying  marsh 

Was  sorrow  and  darltness  always  calling  to  life. — 

Then  I  began  to  take  young  Bamaby 

Into  my  mind,  and  feel  him  dear  to  me. 

Mothir.  O  shameless,  shameless!     Listen  to 
her,  David  I 

Dttorak.  He's  listening ;  and  he  knows  I  hear 
the  marsh 
Still  calling ;  but  my  heart  is  strong  against  it 
For  now  in  the  life  I  know,  love  once  more 
Begins — in  Barnaby  and  Miriam  I 
It  begins,  and  it  shakes  off  the  calling  sorrow. 
And  you — you  will  hinder  it !    This  life  of  ours, 
That  can  fight  down  all  the  terrible  strength 
Of  misery  coming  wild  and  fierce  against  it ; 
And,  like  a  kindled  thing,  goes  on  in  joy, 
Leaving  the  bitter  spite  of  all  its  wrong 
Behind  it,  as  a  flame  leaves  empty  ashes, — 
This  life  you'll  manage  like  a  broken  horse. 
And  drive  with  a  few  words  in  the  little  road 
Your  fanciful  notions  take  I    No,  you  will  not. 
I  care  not  what  you  make  of  me,  for  I 
Go  on  now  trusting  in  the  life  I  know ; 
I  trust  it  to  be  in  me  a  strong  heart. 
And  I'll  not  spend  my  breath  in  pleading  with  you 
For  these  two  children,  to  be  kind  with  them. 
But  I'll  do  this :  I'll  warn  you,  not  to  risk 
What  scant  frail  happiness  you  have,  in  hope 
To  match  your  will  against  the  power  of  life 
When  it  means  making  glory  of  love  again. 

\Miriam  comes  in  hasliiy  with  an  air 
oftroubU. 
Ptberah.  Miriam ! 
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house  ?  ^'"*'° '  '*>"  •"««  in  thii 

JMeraA.  ™ 

Mimm,  .h,  do  r»  M  uS,**?,  K  *"'  ' 

?o:ySfiv;&4Sr-' 

Not  saying  a  word. 

this:  I  came  """""«•   "°'W°8  of 

For  Deborah. 

F,;^"'*"'-         ^'"""t  be  hidden  then 
From  your  own  mother  ?    There  is  like  t„  k 
Something  shameful  in  this  °  '" 

I  have  bein  r  *  ""^  '"'=''  =  *«  fool 

Deborah.  What!    VVhaH. » h;. i    « 
from  here  **''»'"  this  ?    Barnaby  went 

A  moment  since  to  find  you 
Miriam.  '  h-  ^j 

^A^m-t.  Then  you'll  have  m?.    5  ".?"=*""«• 
look,  there',  hi  boi:°"*»*'«">^-    But 
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He  must  come  back  for  th»t  before  he  iUrtt. 
You  shall  stay  here,  and  mend  this  foolishnesi ; 
He  cannut  be  long  away,  you  not  to  be  found. 
Mother.  Now  this  is  mine ;  I  have  the  say  here 
now. 
Miriam,  you  shall  take  your  road  with  me 
Back  tc  the  house.    Barnaby's  nought  to  you. 
And  from  this  hour  you'll  hear  no  pretty  curlews 
Ciying  you  to  put  by  your  maidenhood. 
Miriam.  O  God,  she  knows  I    I  did  not  think 
she  knew ! 

[She  falls  on  her  knees  at  the  table  with 
fate    in    arms.    A    short  fause 
follows  Miriam's  ay. 
Mother.  I  was  looking  for  this;  I  knew  weld 
find 
Some  shameful  thing.   We've  had  enough  of  words ; 
Wi'h  m?  now,  girl ! 

Deborah.  You  must  not  go  with  her, 

You  must  not  I  Miriam,  tell  her  she  mistakes. 
Fearfully  mistakes  you ;  and  maybe  then 
She'll  let  you  stoy  here.— What!   have  you  no 

words. 
Nothing  to  answer  her?    Do  you  not  guess 
What  a  vile  thing  her  mind  is  making  of  you  ? 
Mother.  You'ld  have  her  face  me  with  some 
hardy  show  ? 
Let  her  weep  and  be  ashamed.    But  hear  me, 

you  (to  Miriam), 
If  you  stay  here  for  Barnaby,  you'll  stay 
Out  of  my  house  forever. — God;  my  daughter 
A  boy's  wanton  I    Your  fine  work,  Deborah  I 
Tis'  this  has  gladdened  you,  and  made  you  shift 
The  sorrow  you  so  talk  of,  and  love  life ; 
This  is  what  David  died  for !    An  eye-sweet  thing ! 
A  spice  for  all  the  blab-tongues  on  the  river ! 
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^m^e!^"*  ""  ''••^  ^"  '"'•  Mirum,  tat 
Poor  las,  I  your  little  quarrel  is  so  sore  on  you 

StZ  rl^  i°"  1?"  ^°'i-    ^"' "«'"  "'^«  i«  nothing ; 
Stay  for  Barnaby,  and  you'll  laugh  at  this.  ^ 

n^'"  *  °°  ''"'  '°'  "'''''"8  here;  come 

Now  with  me  home,  or  never  try  -gain 

^.1^°'/  w^''°'"*  °''  ">«  <^°°'  of  my  heart 
/W.«A  Mmam,  I  know  Barnaby's  mind :  .tay 

[Bamafy  comes  in,  but  stands  doubtful 
Kr^it..,   a     I,      ^  ^f""' foy  from  the  door. 

tour^hoi'cf  """""^^  ""^  »-  y-  -''e 
And  It's  for  ever.     You  will  get  no  good 
From  him  ;  his  father's  wicked  blood  is  all 

wlf p"™"*  *'"'''l '''™  •  »"<1 «  '»  he  who  brought 
Misery  on  us,  and  poverty  so  hard 

S™,""'7*  f''5  ""^S*"  *"  "'e  "'"'ge  often. 
Beggars  for  food  many  a  bitter  day. 

Bel-ni  tK  ^"''J^  P"'  'hat  in  your  heart 
Beside  the  folly  that  you've  played  with  him. 

IJni  r'^^u"''  ''t"'  "''=''  '0  he  sending  life 

lover      "■''  ■     ^"^  '=''°°'=  'f  he's  your 

-OftfeniA  Miriam,  it's  for  you  to  speak. 

Munam  (looking  up).  £;,,by  I 

„   ^^  ««  alone  with  my  age  I 
Nothing  is  left  me  out  of  all  my  years, 
Kn*  ''"i  «"'^'"8-    Long  ago  the;  killed 
My  son,  and  now  my  daughter  turns  on  me 

m  ni«  V",''  'i'l"?  "'°'''= ''~"  »o  wicked  to  me. 
I U  never  heal  of  this :  nothing  but  grieving ! 
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Oairiit,l«mtoooMj  I  ihould  be  gone. 

wr  .      ,  .  .'^**  '^fi"  through  M»  tMltr  iter. 

^ou^'chidreT  "™  """   "*"'•    -^^ 
Seeif  we  do  not  let  this  quarrel  itraight 

4ftrifl«i.  I  lay  it  ii  no  quarrel ;  but  for  three  dan, 
Three  day^  he  has  been  careful  to  keep  far 
From  seeing  me. 

T  iif'S'^  ^^  ""■*«  ''•y '  but  this  comes 

Ld^e  thunder  on  me.    Three  days  l_Bamaby  I 
What  holds  your  tongue  ? 

Aftnaxfc  And  it's  worse  than  I  dared 

Even  to  think  I  for  I  did  think  held  have 

Surely  I  am  to  blame;  but  he  says  nothing;    ' 

And  I,  Deborah,  I'm  nothing  to  him  I T 

O  Deborah,  make  him  speak  to  me. 

Dtborah.  Yo„ 

Barnaby,  you  must  speak.    Do  you  not  see 
Th.„ -?I"^  '"'"  ""'  "?'"«  ■  ''""J-  ""d  «»"ding 
suHi  p'"'"  8™"°'**^  '°°'»'    Why  are  you 

i^rwa*)-.  I  would  have  done  without  this. 
"^  Mirtam.  q  to  me  ' 

Not  to  yourself,  as  though  your  eyes  took  shame 
10  find  me;  but  say  out  to  me  the  thing 
That  makes  you  strange  against  me.     I  im  strons  • 
You  need  not  think  of  tears:  I  am  past  te,^'' 
Mniaby,  you  are  leaving  me  to-night  I 

stT^d  ^^''  *"**  ''  '"*'  '^"  '^"*' ''  ''"''*' 
From  catching  at  my  going. 

wif!^*-.  ..  ,         But,  O  dear  God, 

What  does  it  aU  mean  ?    What  u  in  your  mind 
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With  ut  coming  to  thi__       "*'  ''"•  «""« <>« 
Miriam.  wi.  » i 

Barnaiv.    Whv  n„fi,!-    *^,"?"'»»e  I  done  ? 
«Un/iotty^^'  °°""»8-I«'»  •  troublesome 

^1^'  your  hands  now 

,      here :  if,  all  cranS^f      *  *"  '°°  ^"'*"  f°'  ">e 

With  now  and  then  some  fair  ri.l  r.t .  a 
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When  we  are  through  the  danger,  with  a  breath 
That'i  all  ihirp  tingling  from  it  ?    Back  we  come, 
A  penny  or  two  in  our  pockets  maybe,  back 
To  thia— what  ihall  I  call  it  ?  ay,  a  kennel, 
A  kennel  made  of  mud,  thii  penn'd  village, 
Thia  knab  of  dirt  between  river  and  marsh. 
But  I'll  fling  free.    I'll  not  keep  stifling  here. 
Out  in  thi  world  there's  China  and  the  Indies, 
Lands  they  speak  of  wondenully,  and  capea 
That  ask  a  month  of  storming  to  get  round ; 
All  the  great  life  of  sailors,  as  I've  heard 
The  pilots  tell  of,  they  who  bring  to  dock 
And  through  our  shoals  the  ships  that  trade  in  the 

East. 
And  what's  the  besu  for  ue  if  I  stay  here? 
Grow  to  a  pilot's  wisdom,  maybe ;  climb 
In  the  halMight  the  sides  of  vessels,  stained 
With  pushing  through  the  salty  weather  of  seas 
Where  the  sun  makes  the  waters  burn  like  stone 
That  floors  a  furnace;  and  have  some  snatch  of 

talk 
With  them  who  live  what  I  must  dream,  aa  men 
Visit  a  cripple  bedrid  in  a  room. 
Dtborah.  I  know  ail  this;  I  have  long  seen  it 
growing. 
And  there's  no  harm  in  it.    And  is  this  all 
The  reason  for  your  cruelty, — your  want 
To  go  a-vagabondin;  with  the  sailors  ? 

Barnaiy.  No,  'tis  not  all ;  but  it  is  all  my  words 
Can  fashion  of  the  mind  in  me.     That  life 
Which  leaps  so  keen  awake  within  my  brain 
When,  Uke  a  hatred  that  has  been  in  hiding. 
Danger  blows  on  the  fishing  fleet,  and  we 
Must  fight  to  win  ashore,  that  power  of  life 
Is  what  haa  taken  a  strong  hold  on  me. 
I  must  go  out  and  let  it  spend  itself 
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Somewhere— lomehow— I  don't  know  rightlr;  yet 
Thii  M  pUin  u  >  candle-flame  in  darknea,— 

"J"  ''•*'•  <*°"*  ""h  being  hampered  here. 

Dtiorah.  And  this  girl— why  (hould  you  not 
come  back  to  her, 
When  you  have  «een  the  world  ? 

£iumaiy  Well,  IVe  myieif 

To  pleaie  about  that  first    ni  not  be  made 

5^?""*'  ^"  J"""  "omen  to  play  games  with. 

Dttorah.  \    understand   your   meaning   now. 
You've  done 
The  wicked  thing  by  her. 

Barnah.  And  what  did  she 

But  please  her  own  mind  in  it? 

*fL'!'""l  ,.,.  O  God  I  God  I 

JJtteraA.  Why,  you  should  smile  when  you  drink 
gall,  Miriam, 
For  there's  nought  else  your  soul  will  drink  of  life. 
Bamaiy.  O,  but  it's  not  so  easy  for  me  to  leave 
her! 
A  deal  of  comfort  calls  me  here ;  and  she 
Keeps  all  of  it,— she's  all  the  little  close 
Sweetness  of  comforuble  wonted  life 
Which  would  grip  firm  about  me;  and  it's  that— 
That  IS  the  thing  I  must  be  cruel  with, 
And  to  myself,  too,  I  must  be  cruel. 
Vtiorah.  And  you  care  nought  for  what  mar 
happen  to  her?  ' 

Barnaby.  And  what  should  happen  to  her? 

what  should  happen  ?; 

{pOorah  looks  steadily  at  Bamaiy. 
Barttaiy.  Deborah,  leave  us  a  moment. 

[Dtiorah  goes  into  the  inner  room. 
_,  I  suppose 

That  you've  let  on  about  our  foolishnesss  ? 
Miriam.  Foolishness  I    It  was  sacred  to  me. 
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And  tell  niA     Ii  thmi..^.  in.    .       *^«»«th«, 
K?       "•»>«•*•*  what  .Mid  it  aw 

i»«^.  W.11,  Ui,  bci'.  waiting  U&jmr 
To  WW  «,  «d  B,  h.p,  op  ,0  u,e  dock 

Jnriam.  Gone. 

^"Sthe'T '*'""«'"""'•«  "«'T  «W  .0 
They  hewd  the  door  latch.    And  he'i  n>n.  I 

'■wMM.  oeboMh !— I  am  with  child. 


CvsTAIlf. 


ACT  III 


PERSONS 
Mhiam. 

A»  6u>  WOUAI,  or  THI  VtLLAM. 
Bakhabt. 


ACT  III 

Th  living  room  in  DtboraKs  cettagc.  Hight:  a 
skip's  lamp  turning.  Tiere  is  tie  sound  of  a 
mnd  outside.  DttoraA  and  a  Midw^.an  old 
woman  of  the  villagt. 

Old  Woman.  That  was  a  cry  of  wind !    Yould 
think  the  night 
Waa  a  thing  living,  when  it  cries  like  that : 
Sure  it's  some  anger  breaking  out  in  the  world. 
Such  wildness  of  the  air  skirling  aloud. 
Do  you  never  fear  for  sUving  of  your  windows  ? 

Deborah.  They  need  good  hasps :  we  get  the 
strength  of  it  here. 

Old  Womau.  Ay,  you  must  be  the  first  thing  for 
the  wind 
To  seize  after  its  crossing  of  the  marsh, 
Where  nothing  stands  at  all. 

DOorah.  And  I  think  often 

The  wind  comes  out  of  the  open  marsh  a  spirit 
Raving  to  find  naught,  all  those  empty  miles, 
To  throw  itself  against,  and  feeling  only 
Its  own  rage  in  the  air.    But  when  it  lighu 
Upon  these  walls,  then  there's  glee  in  the  wind : 
Then  sowse  it  hurls  on  us  its  whole  weight  of  speed, 
And  therell  be  yells  and  bullying  at  the  door, 
And  a  din  aloft  like  devils  blowing  trumpets; 
And  then  'twill  fall  to  hissing  round  the  eaves 
And  fumbling  at  the  thatch  for  a  way  in; 
While  seemingly,  for  a  blood-beat  or  two, 
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?^.t^  ""*  8^«  cnwche.  .  .hort  wtv  off. 

..  ^  •  ^"^  "^  ^  thoughtZ  wind  live 
**?«jdbefearedofit 

Some  .iUy  game  wiU.  the  ou^Ti^^iSd 
Of  '"'"?;  V°  """S""  «"d  a  pack  ' 

Wtth^n«l.  «d  ««.„,  «^  g^u„     g^  ^^ 

0.  «  so^e"d"1fUrfu7°4'g  dK'  '"'' 

You  wdl«K,„  he««yg.„,e.  a^^g^:  .herell  be 
Lowing  to  break  through  on  u>  to-niohf 

-OWamA  And  markt  you  tST?   I^  n^l 
thething?  /"""wti-    Is  not  my  game 

That  mew  .««„„  the  window  muit  bar.  come 


nu«  pace 


DEBORAH 


47 


From  lomewhat  like  a  bewt,  went  flying  put 
And  there,  to  try  if  the  latch  be  fastcn'd  well ; 
It  ii  like  homi  at  the  door. 

Old  Woman.  And  a  horn  in  the  chimney. 

Dtbtrah.  It  would  come  in,  the  wind,  it  would 
come  in  I 
Listen  I    Out  there,  upon  the  sill  of  the  door 
It  moans  like  a  wounded  thing  or  bitterly  demm'd ; 
But  that  won't  serve.    And  now,  up  with  you,  wind. 
Now  bay,  shriek  till  you  tear  your  throat,  and 

thrust 
A  shoving  flank  fiercely  against  the  door, 
And  curse  the  bolt  and  hinges!    I  know  the  way.— 
Is  Miriam  asleep? 

Old  Woman.        A  while  ago 
She  slept,  poor  lass,  tired  with  crying,  as  sound 
Almost  as  her  baby,  that  did  nothing  else 
Save  sleep.    But  this  mad  fool  of  a  wind  is  like 
To  shout  her  broad  awake  again. 

Dtborah.  Best  go 

And  see  if  she  be  stirring. 

\Tlu  Old  Woman  goes  into  the  bedroom. 
Yes,  and  me. 
Mad  fool  of  a  wind,  you  are  like  to  shout 
Desperately  awake  again.    O  wind. 
You  are  too  loud  I    If  I'd  the  heart  for  prayer 
Would  I  not  ask  the  God  that  men  call  good 
To  keep  His  winds  from  pouring  their  great  strength 
Where  I  must  hear  them  rushing  and  destroying ! 
For  I'm  all  coward  again,  when  the  wind's  up; 
The  noise  of  it,  and  the  fierceness  of  in  pleasure, 
Sound  into  my  soul.    I  am  like  one 
Who  falls  beneath  the  running  of  a  crowd. 
The  wind  has  grown  to  such  a  meaning  for  me  I— 
Helpless,  utterly  helpless,  underneath 
The  speed  and  outcry  and  the  anger  of  joy, 
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^^•^,«>«°  down  by  ,h.t  m.k  torm  of  life       ^ 

her.  I  doubt  '"'"  '  ^'^"^  "«•"  "'th 

^^^Ha.  Rewind  roused  he,P 

Scj  .h.t  .he  toise,  i„  ,  sobbh^S'dr^T'*  ""  '^'^ 
And  mutters  of  the  hounds  bayinSff 

s£»  ^lV"'«;°''°''  •»  «-"»  her  bZ'a"t5 

She  wUI^wake  «,on;  and  then  J^lftve  some 

MJ^^eS^i^^^^lJ-f^Mthin. 

Her  bairn.    She  chose ,  K.-i  ,     "'' '°  «''e. 

^*T"'*-  How  seventh?  ' 

of  the  world  *''  '"''•  countries 

Bm%teTet'fej„'*'P  ">- '«"«  o- 
^-^--SSaNtt-beastsare 

r2^t:t7di'=''"'^'"'^'^"'<'«''"»ims 

Liifj^;^oughofev«^;^outXm"- 

^°^^'i^:r;;;:-runf^^ 

yew? child;  ^        "'''  ^  '"'* « »e»enth 
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^^'irS/*'  ••'  °"'  of  *««  wicked  Ule^ 
^15f  «••  The  Gabriel  Hounds  ? 

^e  ^-r.  «?'«'-'""'  fi"'  would  mJe 
A  4S  iTk"'*?'"*  K*"?*  '» »■'«  night-wind 

V5«  ^    '"'"2  ""*  ""ch'i'tened  men. 

ITZtre''"'"''''"*"'""-^-'    And 

Sb?;:fSt„'S."^'    I  believe 'tishound,- 

O  n^7?^"''""v'  •"  ""  "'"g  wiW  to-night  I 
O,  now,  God  K*t  the  Uttl       ,'s  soul  •  he  died 
Un^stened.  and  U.e  G.     «l  Houni,  .„ 'o^. , 
r-2^    'i''°.'""''w«™   -"  at  the  fire. 
Thf  uS?^!!;'?  *!  d^kne*'  «nd  the  wind 
RdL  ^r'  r°^  ^'"f  ■"'»  ^''U'^™  child 

^^'J^  I  hea«J  it:  the  riarp  honung  of  wild 
On  their  night-journey.    O,  it  matters  not 

■rf.  h»  i"  «^  *"  G***™'  Ho™di  indeed : 
T^s  hounds  the  beagle,  of  hell,  to  Miriam^  ' 
And  they  are  preying  after  her  child's  soX 

D  ^ 


so 
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ChMiDg  hit  Mked, pint  down  the  wind 

OldJVeman.  Again  I  the  yelping  fallg 

Th^ug^^thewind'.  rushing  like  r.CVt{!i;,„gh 

^fejaA  Ay,  'tis  fearfully  clear. 

Old  Woman.  a_j  i,..i. 

AII,S!f^  ul  '  '""  ""  '"tening  on  blowy  niehts 
YdD?n»Jl^H  '"',"•'  '°  ""=  Gabriel  Hound^^ 
Yelping  and  yelping  over  me.    My  heart. 
If  they  were  rejily  hound,  chasing'^a  "ul  I 

iTli€cboro/t/u  bidroom  (Jl.)  suddenly 
fl'"!?^"  and  Miriam,  w,an)i 
Dd,»mk   ri,  ."  ~C    u  ^^.  'otters  into  the  room. 
^^AChiut,  she  has  heard  them  I 
mr^T^'     ,        .      Now  the  work  begins. 

0/rf  Wmaw.        What? 

T^^\  n.Zh1'K  ?"""''  """*'»  »»  •"'=1'  thing; 
theSfgh*     """  '  '°'"«^«  "'■«•  "  "O'k  in 
-«ftr,V«,.  Deborah,  you  won't  lie  to  me?    How 

Everyone  in  the  world  Ues !  ^  ""■  *"  "•* ' 

.Old  Woman.  You'U  catch  cold ; 


your  bed. 


I  do  in  bed, 


V^r^?- ^      V    What  should 

O  wliTL'  Id  t*"  ''•°K"''["e  ""«5»  in  the  night? 
B..r  I       ^v""  *"  P'™''  •  "Mby's  soul  I         * 
But  I  cant  hear  the  hounds ;  iasTt^',  dre«a  ? 
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5&^  Aiaiydnam,  indeed  jthere'i  only  wind. 
^^oJLdl  0'">«y-"«« forever!  W 
Md  there's  >  hunger  on  them,  a  yelping  hunger; 
him.  dMe  *""•  "''"'«''«  =>»»«  to 

^""^e" '  *  *"**'"  "*"'  '•^''^  *'"''"8''  ""'' 

Was  it  not  like  the  fear  of  a  baby's  soul  ? 

^t  me  out.  Deborah,  let  me  out,  to  see 

Wiat  soul  the  Gabriel  Hounds  will  tear  to-night  ? 

IS— onT^SiSjlr'''''--' 

l^f^^„    s   ,  Who'ldbeatthedoor? 

''S^briei^iuidr''-'^"""-''"--'^*' 

^iorah.  Why  should  he  come  in  here? 
Mtnam,  vr-*  *«_• 

Not  coming  in,  but  guarding  my  way°o„r   "^  "' 

^i'^.-"  w7'"''^'''*°"'  '^°'»  his  hounds, 
r^  *''•  «>'»«>'>«»  coming  in. 

Ut,J^  '^*"'<'<>o<'«»"*tobt  slowly  opening. 

H/fc^'  T  »,       »  ^^'  "''  *«  huntsman ! 

Me  knows  I  mean  to  save  my  baby;  now 

He  s  commg  to  destroy  me,  that  his  hounds 
May  run  my  baby  down  and  feed  on  him. 

'T?i'ni'.f  "U*  •*^"'" ''™'  ^'l^"*  '-Ah,  no  ! 
Tis  not  the  huntsman ;  'tis  a  living  man. 

\Tht  outtr  door  has  betn  bbmn  wide 

open   by   a  gust  ef   wind  and 

Jii^naby  eames  in  painjitlfy,  as 

tnftrm.    Deborah   stares  at  him 

in  amau.    Tie  Old  WomaH  has 

her  arm  round  Miriam. 


H 
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Bamaiy.  Miriunl— 
Miriam,  what  aili  70U  ? 
Miriam.        Have  you  come  thioogh  the  niglit  ? 
Bamaiy.  Tot  you  I  have  come,  Miriam. 
■£j*^-  Ay,  out  of  the  wind  I 

Afirtam.  And  did  you  scan  the  wind,  a«  you 

came  through? 
Bamaiy.  You  cnnnot  tell  what  fearful  things 
have  fought 
Against  me  in  the  wind.    Look,  1  am  trembling ; 
I  am  like  ridden  down  under  their  noises. 
-Miriam.  What  are  your  fearful  things  ?  Hounds? 

Were  they  black  hounds 
With  mouths  frothing  white  flame  and  drawing  it 
After  them,  like  loose  rags  of  fiery  manes 
Seized  by  the  wind  ? 

Bamaiy.  Hounds  ?    No,  there  were  no  hounds ; 
Twas  a  man's  voice  I  heard,  a  man  who's  dead.— 
Shut  the  door,  Deborah ;  keep  out  that  dreadful 
wind. 

iDeiorak  mechanically  does  his  biddita. 
Zkborak  {as  she  comes  from  the  door).    Out  of 

the  wind  you  have  come  back  to  us ! 
Bamaiy.  And  broken  I  come  back  to  you. 
Deborah;  ' 

And  to  you,  Miriam.     Have  you  no  gopd  word 
To  comfort  me  ?    I  tell  you  I  am  sick ; 
You  cannot  see  it  on  me,  for  it  is 
My  mind  is  wounded.     You  must  care  for  me, 
Miriam. 
Miriam.  Are  you  sure  there  were  no  hounds  ? 
Barnaiy.  What  does  she  mean  ? 
Miriam.  Tis  Gabriel  Hounds  I  mean. 

Would  you  be  looking  up  into  the  wind 
As  you  came  near  the  house?    They'ld  be,  most 
like, 
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Noring  round  and  around,  with  their  great  heads 
Stoopt  close  to  where  their  feet  made  Boor  of  the 

*"' 
Ot  maybe  coming  at  a  skeltering  pace 
With  lifted  heads  baying  along  the  wind. 
Ay,  you  would  hear  them  if  you  did  not  see  them. 
YOU  did  not  bear  their  tongues? 
^'ioro*.  Answer  her. 

■^T^l?'  ''°'  "*  •*•"*'''*'*  »  ■>"•«  cowering 

Nor  hear  a  whimpering  like  a  frighten'd  babv? 
Barnaiy.  No,  no. 

Miriam.         Then  for  a  while  he  must  be  safe. 
MOW  me  now ;  my  senses  all  are  fainting. 

[T^  art  sufporlitig  Miriam  into  the 
otdroom. 

.ffajTia^.  Miriam !— Don't  take  her  from  me. 
Deborah. 
I  am  broken,  Miriam,  the  spirit  in  me 
Is  a  hurt  thing,  a  cowering  hurt  thing.— 
O  let  her  Usten  to  me,  let  her  listen  I 

[DtioraAand  the  Old  Woman  have  bd 

Miriam  off.    Deborah  returm  at 

owe. 

Jictorah.  You  must  not  sUy  here.     We've  ado 

enough 

Without  you  coining  back.    Why  come  you  back  ? 

Jtamafy.  Minam  did  not  know  me,  Deborah ! 
You  would  not  let  me  tell  her  all  my  need 

Deborah.  Why  come  you  back? 
^ornaiy.  po,  Miriam,  I  say. 

What  IS  It  so  strangely  ails  her?  — '        / 

»"^  She  had  a  child. 

Barnaby.  A  child !  A  child  of  mine  ?  It  caonot 
have  been 
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A*«fa.  You  bM«t  l-Ye*.  Sir. «  cfaOd  of  ronn. 
■«^«J*^^0,  no  l-Am  1  to  belien  thta  ?     '^ 

J^.  ••»  >>«  Md  the  horror  in  her  eyei  j^"'"  "** 
Ba^^tli;'"^*'  ***"-?.«  T""  *•  Gabriel  Houndi 
^7  "'*'"  *"  »•"•  *«<«  "ith  their  loud 

For  her  itillbom  unchriiten'd  beby'i  loul? 

"Wher°'^  '"'•'  ■»« '  C"  I  ««  forgiven.™ 

??L^"/^"  '•°'"t,i  »»'•  "..dethiTeyil       '^' 
T^at  u  devouring  Miriun'i  spirit  «live. 

Who  would  ^d  hfe  >  poiaon  of  angulih :  now 
Trying  to  make  a  health  of  life  through  you. 
I  ve  made  it  itnke  into  Miriam'i  hean. 
Now  David  len  the  lister  he  lo  loved 

The  madneis  and  the  pain  upon  her  louL 

H!rkT»,S'!^'''°T?*u'"^ ■"'?•» •'•'""•ted I  •  •  . 
Hark  at  that  wind  I  the  whining  joy  it  ha< 

TO  harm  what  stands  against  it,  is  a  sound 
Terrible  now  to  mt ;  if,  life  in  the  world. 

wSd  """""^  •**"  t*^  «•»'  >n  the 

Miriam  hears :  she  hears  the  tongues  of  hell 
V.r'i!?i.*°i!'"*''  bad  things,  without  her  findmg 
You  m  the  house_You  shall  go  out  from  here. 

roe  out ;  not  into 


-- "•  •—""«-     •  uu  inui  g( 

^anuiy.  You  must  not  turn 


the  wind, 


^^SJ1'»''« ''  ",*''*  "*  '•'*  the  wind  again. 
"^^J^vrin^'"  *"'"'^'    You  X  hare 
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A  mice  to  bonnd  Miritm  into  nudncw. 
And  to  rojr  heart  •  meaning  like  a  iword  ? 

^Mora*.  You  have  made  life  an  utter  evil  to 
ne. 

[Samafy  tints  en  a  (Hair  and  wvtn 
ktsfan. 
B^byl   Bamabyl   O,  are  yon  crying? 
Have  I  made  you  cry? 

Bamafy.  it,.,^  y<,„  joi„ 

I  leU  you  wiihing  me  to  love  the  girl. 
iMorah.  Stand  up  now;  you  are  not  the  one 
to  weep. 

You  mujt  go  now  the  way  you  came,  and  quickly. 
Harnaiy.  I  will  not  go  into  the  wind  again. 

2?.r.u  ^"^^  ''^'  ^  ••«"  '"  »'"  *'"<*  ?    A  man, 
With  the  ribi  of  hi*  breait  crutht  Uke  a  trodden 

hamper, 
Lying  three  days  crampt  in  a  boat,  and  thirst 
Terrible  on  him,  and  he  for  ever  groaning: 
Throujih  the  great  noise  of  wind  and  spitiing  waves 
That  drench  his  wounded  skin  with  brine,  groaning 
All  the  cold  days  and  nights  until  at  last 
He  dies;  and  hastily  we  pitch  him  out. 
Then  curse  ourselves  for  throwing  food  away. 
And  still  his  torment  frightens  me  in  the  wind  • 
Under  the  shrill  of  it,  my  ears  still  have  him 
Fanting  his  cruel  breath:  he  keeps  on  groaning. 

DtbtH'ah.  We've  heard  nothing  of  this.    When 
were  yon  wreckt? 

BarmOy.  I  cannot  tell  you  that.    I  was  clean 
crazed 
When  ihe  steamer  found  us.    I'm  the  only  one 
Come  through  alive ;  and  it's  haunted  I  am. 
Haunted  asleep,  and  when  the  wind  is  up. 
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'•ff'*""yj»«»wl    ItfiUboaoMtMiii 
AUin  «  tbroni  s  tb*  Mib  blow  out  l&t  niML 
And  lik.  .  no«.  of  fle«,ly  bumin,^cE^ 

Under  th«  nuioawu  cropt  off  at  th.  d»ck^^ 

OflM'T""*"*  ^?"  fcow  nuay  .tmin.  day* 

^"mX;       "^'"^    ^nSo^dayof 
They  keep  .wfuUy  dririai  throagh  my  bnin 
Il««dMdrpundlike.w5ging.?eedifXl,. 

Th«  S.  ??"  '^•"/''I  **'■•  ^  kept  me  IWn.. 
They  ley  I'm  mended  now  u  much  u  ml.  hT* 

""  ••"•ydoB't  knowofMirim    She^i,^„„. 

witS'^'SL'j*"  '".»"«=  -»"'  that  «r»;25:' 

With  her  beeide  me  1  might  ilatp^  and  not 
B  tlSi'h'*  "«.•»«  "Prigh"  f^mSy  be.?  * 
-OjJ^NowGod/orgivemel    AmlgUdof 

N^no;  not  glad.  And  yet  a  kind  of  eaae- 
V^  r^'i"  "-■«*«•  ^y  upon  my  hST^ 
Now  Uut  I  »ee  you  here  li  pfeable. 

Yo««d.hem.«e,ylifeh.Sm,ou 

vn™.^'"'  ?'  'P'"'  •'«'  »>"»k  "nT  he«t. 
IaL^^  to  "i^ck^makeeme  itiangelyqufctl 

The  pour  of  the  tide  incoming  from  the  i^^      ' 
ForcM  a  .moothncM  on  the  choppy  wat«L 
You  tang  me  the  work  of  whatT  .^  Uun 

[Til  ctlUngtfwiUtiti*  it  h—r4. 
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fl|»K  1^  I>-Thii  i.  b«  htlf  doii.»«t : 
TW»  Mlrtam  itiU,  iuhJ  th«  CbritI  rfonnd.  1 
Thtjr  (oond  again.    You  muit  not  cumbar  ua. 
Nor  muat  h«r  mind  b«  burt  with  leeiDc  tou. 
BMMbyi  you  can't  lodge  witli  ua  to-night 

lS»*imi  tt  /A*  tmttr  ittr  mud  utt  it 

V^-  .*'"  ""*  "*"<*'»  "on*  «»«»  war  I  No. 
Deborah, 

You  ahaU  not  put  ne  into  iu  power  again. 

n,.      .     ^  iP"i>MtttMaU/mtam. 

•t^fwwi.    Come,  feather  jour  wiu;  Miriam'a 
ont  with  me. 

SarHtfy.    You  dont  linow  what  the  doctor 
warned  me  of; 
•Tia  your  mind'i  wounded,  aajra  he,  not  your  body ; 
You  talie  good  care  of  being  diatreat  and  ftighten'd. 
Tboae  were  hu  own  worda. 

/VA»n«*.  I  lay,  Miriam'a  fint 

Ihe  maateiy  here  la  oun,  I  think  j  you've  come 
To  the  wrong  houte  for  tendemen. 

JJomafy.  But  the  mate  I 

He  a  waitmg  out  there,  he  and  bit  groaning  breath. 
Waiting  to  creep  behind  me  and  groan  in  my  eara 
Not  into  the  night,  Deborah,  the  night  that'a  fuU  ' 
Of  temble  wmdy  noiaea  I 

[nt  wild  gtts€  taU  atain.    Miriam, s 

_j, .  **<"^ "ying out/rom  the itdroom. 

LHt^rah.  Now  no  more  I 

How  thould  your  cowardice  move  me  ?    Am  I 
To  pit  my  woman'a  force  againat  you  ?    Quick  ■ 

PJ?  ?°!rV'*l"  open  .long  enough ;  the  hounda 
Call  fearfully  through  it 

\Th*  deer  of  the  bedroom  ntddenfy  optm 
and  Miriam  apptars  stnurluit 
wiM  tki  OU  Woman. 


*■  DEBORAH 

^-  M.r«B.  Vyt  come  back  to  yo^  .„d 

'^°«Vwr«*Thw'"1"'?-    S.y  you  want  me  I 
Sl^rnd?''""'  •*"•"«  '^"'  "•»  •«"n:  the 

iVW.^Qu,ck.    Ba„aby:     (^   Lfc^J-  .He 

''widTr^^o^.r  ^°""'°"'«  '"«  «>- 

Wei' h««1''.~'"'  "'^''''P  ■»•  =  •»»«'»  gone  wild 

AnH  ,K?.^  ^V  ""1"'"8  """  ">«  ""id"  of  the  m«,b 

ZM^  'he"  drowning  on  a  „i,ht  liJce  \u^' 

So  stupid? 

Buf*^^:  i''"",!  ""e"  '°°  n'K''  the  door. 
But  let  me  face  her:  .he  can't  help  but  know 

Miriam,  here  am  I,  Bamaby.  come  for  you  I 

'';^e'?idta/*"'  "'  '^'    '  "^^^^^^  • 
l^e  way  they're  yelping  and  the  way  he  screamii 

Between  those  ravening  hounds  and  my  child's 

g^^ta^jlsrhi^d'r*"'  ^''«'-" 

ir^^-Tni;?    It'sinthe.ir^h'e^r^-'^" 
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JDtiarah  (te  Bamaiy).  Can  you  not  shut  the 

door? 
Bamafy.  He'i  there  I  Behind  the  door-poitthete 
he  waiti, 
The  man  that  haunts  me  with  hii  dying  voice. 
Miriam  {iki  stops  striving  to  fits  ktrstlf).  Don't 
keep  me  fast  in  the  house,  Deborah ! 
Let  me  just  try  to  draw  the  hounds  away 
From  chasing,  chasing  the  starved  little  soul  : 
They'll  easily  lose  him  in  such  a  black  wind. 

0  surely  you  hear  him  crying  out  his  terror ! 
He's  all  alone,  and  the  hounds  after  him ; 
What  should  I  do,  his  mother,  listening  here 
To  him  hunted  along  the  wind  ? — Again 

They  yelp  I  Then  they've  not  caught  him  yet,  the 

hounds  I 
And  I  know  their  lips  are  grinning .  om  their  teeth 
Fiendishly  in  their  rage  of  hunger. 

\She  begins  fitntfy  struggUng  agetn. 
Ill  kill  you  if  you  will  not  loose  me. 
You  there,  you  man,  whoever  you  be, 
Find  me  a  knife  and  put  it  in  my  hands. 
There's  a  soul  out  there,  a  baby's  soul. 
The  Gabriel  Hounds  are  hunting  through  the  wind; 
You  may  hear  them  baying,  and  they're  fearfully 
Close  on  their  prey ;  and  it's  a  baby's  soul. 

1  knew  him  alive  beneath  my  heart 
But  dead  I  brought  him  into  the  world. 
And  God  cares  nothing  for  his  souL 
And  now  he's  alone  with  night  and  wind 
And  the  Gabriel  Hounds 

[SMe  suddtnfy  brtaks  frtt  and  rum 
through  the  outer  doer.    Dtiorak 
and  the  Old  IVoman  follow  htr. 
Old  Woman  (as  she  goes).  She's  making  for 
the  marsh ;  we'll  never  catch  her. 


••  DEBORAH 

^?!f*r '**'  ***  ^idy  darintu. 

^  the  OU  wf^nJJSTM 

tiSfJ^"^"-  She'»'gone. 

Strtwht  for  the  middle  of  the  marsh  the  made  • 

No  livmg  hand  could  .ave  her     S,  .he^^^  ' 

I  ™!.M    °'V*'*'"''J' '°'  ""  ««n«th  of  wind 
f.T    1  M*"'*  '^"*^  "'e  "ke^  My  brekth 
P      o°*i  ^T"  °"'  °^  "y  poor  bodvT 
P^^r  W  .'^'^"'''i!  8°*  'oS^brandyhere. 

wont  '^"'  ''°""'  '^^  Wright  to  the 

■TVouW^*^!  ''"I''"?  "■'''  "f  •he  whole ma™h  ■ 
W^l^^^^iL^"}^""  »'>«  kww  her  feet    ' 

To  W.™f^  "^"f '  .•■"' 'he'i  but  herself 

To  blame ;  no  Uving  hand  could  save  the  girl 

Curtain. 


Tk*  aiting  rigkU  an  tkt  4Mlmiv§  pn^trty 
0ft  ke  Aiak0r. 
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